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Thoofh  younff  our  farmer  be, 
Yet  do  not  spuin  his  care  ; 

He  will  nouiish  every  tiee, 
Aod  make  it  blooni  more  fair. 
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I'm   a  little   husbnnHman, 
Work  and  labor  haid  I  can  ; 
I'm  as  happy  all  the  day, 
At  my  work  33  if  'twere  play  ; 
Though  I've  nothing  fine  to  wear, 
Yet  for  that  I  do  not  care. 

Wlien  to  work  I  go  alon«*, 
Binding  loud  my  morniny 
With  my  wallet"  at  my  back, 
Or  my  wagon  whip  to  smack 
O,  I  am  as  happv  then, 
As  the  idle  gentleman. 


P?e  a  beartv  appetite. 

A  ad  I  aoundly  sleep  at  nigLt, 


Down  I  lie   conter-t  and   say, 
*•  I've  been  us  fu!  all  the  day, 
I'd  rat  er  !v>  a  plow-boy  than 
A  useless  little  genl'u'inan. 


5 
JLife  in  the  Country, 

See  the  laborer's  cottage  clean, 
Warmly  thatched,  and  covered  o'ai* 

See  the  wife  with  placid  mien, 
Tending  bees  just  by  the  door. 

The  liitle  children  are  at  play, 
The  older  ones  some  labor  learn  j 

The  father  woiketh  every  day, 

His  children's  daily  bread  to  earn. 

To  meet  him  all  his  children  run, 
And  sather  round  him  on  the  sod  j 

He  shares  the  welcome  meal  ofhom*1. 
Nor  rests  till  he  haa  thanked  hi* 
God. 


Letter 
From  Charles  to  Thomas 

DEAR  TOM. — Last  night 
we  had  a  dreadful  alarm. 
A  violent  scream  was  heard 
from  the  hen-roost,  the  ^eese 
all  set  up  a  cackle,  and  the 
dogs  barked.  Ned,  the  boy 
who  sleeps  over  the  stable, 
jumped  up  and  ran  into  the 
yard,  when  lie  observed  a 
fox  galloping  away  with  a 
chicken  in  his  mouth,  and 
the  dogs  in  full  chace  after 
him.  They  could  not  over- 
take him  and  soon  returned, 
The  fox  had  jumped  over 
the  garden  hedge  and  then 


m 

crossing  the  yard  behind 
the  straw,  crept  into  the  hen- 
roost through  a  broken  pale, 
John  the  carpenter  was  sent 
for,  to  make  all  fast,  and 
prevent  the  like  mischief 
again. 


FINIS. 


